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EDXTORIAL
Here we are, puffing right along, at
Issue #3; learning as we go.
One of the
important things we learned is that the
ayth of infallibility
on the part of editors is just that -- myth.
For instance, I
forgot to give Christine Lowentrout, my coeditor and good friend, credit for art on
the cover of Issue #2.
I also included In
our first LOC column a letter
not intended
for publication, causing the second run of
copies to be a 'Revised Edition' -- and
then I still forgot to credit Christine for
the cover!
Brain dead in Altadena; report
at 11:00.
Those of you who are fussy nitpickers
will notice that although the cover reads
"Summer 1987" we are now living in Fall of
1987.
This is because the issue is LATE.
It is late because we both have lives that
contain elements other than Mythic Circlei
Christine
had to prepare to teach French at
a private school and I had a concert
and a
band to rehearse.
Our apologies to you
folk who will read and write like crazy,
trying to get your LOCs in before our
November 15th (Fall Issue) deadline.
Regarding letters of comment, we love
getting them and printing them and making
weird little asides in response to them.
but sometimes it's difficult to tell what
is intended For Our Eyes Only (She~na

Easton swells up in the background
score)
and what is intended for publication. The
error last issue was a result of assumptions
aade from different startin~
positions and
we'd like to not make that same mistake
again (we like to make new and different
.. istakes whenever possible); THEREFORE, we
a&k you to make it easy on us: we will
assume letters to either or both editors
1aailed to the P.O. Box in Altadena are
intended for publication EXCEPT if you
speci{y otherwise.
You can make our lives
•><citing by alternating paragraphs, one for
us and one for Mythic Circle -- Jus t
indicate
the private paragraphs with ONO
<Do Not Quote) or some other recognizable
warning (skull and crossbones?).
We've
been trying to query whenever we thought
there was any uncertainty but the
difficulties
of mail, telephones, and
deadlines conspire against even the best of
intentions.
You will also note, if you•re
attentive, that there a couple of ~oems
writ ten by yours truly stuck in the middle
of our poetry section.
Christine
and I
decided that, what the heck, even if we are
.the editors, we can slill contribute.
Thetime you need to worry is when every third
piece is by one of us ...
Lynn Maudlin &
Christine Lowentrout
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by
Paul J. Connelly
The sound exploded from the kitchen, such a cacophony of noise that I thought at first a car must have crashed
into our house from the road on that side. Either that or the
William's kid was home from college. Frankie really loved
to crank up his stereo.
I leaped from the chair I usually sat in while reading,
and made my way through the house. The lingering aroma
of new wood entered my lungs, buoying me up. The sight
of walls, ceilings, and floors recently painted greeted my
eyes. And immaculate cleanliness lay everywhere.
We'd moved in just under a month ago. Our first house.
We had previously rented after growing out of the apartment

stage, but though the last house had been quite nice, we'd
started doing better. what with Molly landing a teaching position at the local college, and had finally decided it was
time to own our home. A new home. And it was such a fine
feeling. No more hand-me-downs. We had both fallen in
love with the place on first sight.
.
A baker's dozen worth of pots and pans sprawled
across the linoleum, doubtless just the first of many such
gravity induced attacks upon its surface. Oh well, nothing
lasts forever. Still, what had caused it? Molly wouldn't be
home for another hour. visiting her mother, and I doubted
that any thief would be so careless but who knows?
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